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Is my royal prerogative safe in their hands, or did it fall to some
other man when it was assumed that I should never return? And
what of my good wife? How does she feel and what does she
intend to do? Is she still living with her son and keeping our
estate intact? Or has the likeliest other countrymen already
married her?"
(< There is no question other not staying in your house," my
royal mother replied.(< She has schooled her heart to patience,
though her eyes are never free from tears as the slow nights and
days pass sorrowfully by. Your princely rights have not yet
passed into other hands, but Telemachus is in peaceful possession
of the royal lands and attends all public banquets such as the
magistrates are expected to give, for every one of them invites
him. But your father has made a recluse of himself in the country
and never goes down to the city. He has given up sleeping in
laundered sheets and blankets on a proper bed. Instead, he lies
down in the winter-time with the labourers at the farm in the
dust by the fire, and goes about in rags. But when the summer
and the mellow autumn days come round, he makes himself a
humble couch of fallen leaves anywhere on the high ground of
his vineyard plot. There he lies in his misery, nursing his grief
and yearning for you to come back, while to make things worse
old age is pressing hard upon him. That was my undoing too;
it was that that brought me to the grave. It was not that the keen-
eyed Archeress sought me out in our home and killed me with
her gentle darts. Nor was I attacked by any of the malignant
diseases that so often make the body waste away and die. No, it
was my heartache for you, my glorious Odysseus, and for your
wise and gentle ways that brought my life and all its sweetness
to an end."
'As my mother spoke, there came to me out of the confusion
in my heart the one desire, to embrace her spirit, dead though
she was. Thrice, in my eagerness to clasp her to me, I started for-
ward with my hands outstretched. Thrice, like a shadow or a
dream, she slipped through my arms and left me harrowed by
an even sharper pain.

